Introductions 


Author: unnamedunknownunavailable 
Bands: Iron Maiden, Megadeth 
Characters: Steve Harris, David Ellefson 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Dec 15 2018 13:26:08 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 
An idea | had for a ship I'd never actually read before, | dunno if it works, but if you guys enjoy it, i'll try to 


post a few more chapters! Lemme know in the reviews 3 


David took a deep, unsteady breath. It wasn't like he hadn't met several of his big idols before, wasn't like he 
hadn't been in the same room as them before. But then again, there was a difference. He hadn't exactly been 
harvesting a crush then. Not until Steve Harris. 


David had always been a big fan of Iron Maiden, had looked up to Steve for the longest time and had initially 
begun playing solely with his fingers - all because of Steve. It was only when he himself figured a pick suited 
his raunchy style better, that he had wandered over to the other side. He hadn't much aware of his crush in 
the beginning, he'd never realized there was a difference between the way he idolized Steve and the way, say, 
Dave did Bruce. Dave looked up to Maiden, wanted to be them. Wanted to be like them, wanted to know what it 
was like to be in their shoes. Wanted to see what they saw when he walked up on stage. David wanted to be 
with Steve, wanted to know what it was like to get in his pants. How his hair felt to the touch, his skin. What 


his moans might sound like. That, he had only figured once him and Dave had begun to carry out conversations 


about music and other bands in general. When he'd realized Dave wasn't attracted to men, and that he himself 


wasn't attracted to only women. 


David took a sip of his beer, glancing up from the polished bar desk and drumming the fingers of his free hand 
against the smooth surface nervously. He'd always imagined Steve to be taller, perhaps a bit more eye 
catching. Thought he would stand out among the crowd. He shook his head. That wasn't the word he was looking 
for. The older man definitely attracted attention. With his long dark curls, spilling halfway down his back. With 
his striking, clean cut, classically handsome features. Very masculine. With his tattooed arms. He was 
attractive, no doubt. David subtly watched him toss his head back as he laughed, watched his hands cut 
through the air while he gesticulated to his band mates. It made the younger man's stomach flutter. 


No, Steve was more.. timid. Didn't make much noise. He spoke, sure, but David noticed how when strangers 
approached them, Steve's demeanour changed. His eyes were suddenly downcast, his shoulders tense. He nodded 
curtly, not dismissively per se, but he seemed.. uncomfortable. The contrast was sharp for each time he 
jumped between being chummy and happy, and downright fearful, almost. David bit his bottom lip, peering 
through his feathery, fair bangs. Would Steve be uncomfortable with him as well, if he dared approach? 


"The fuck are you looking at?" 


David almost choked on his beer when he was unceremoniously slapped on the back, yelping and blushing 
profusely. Dave, of course. The bassist wasn't sure when exactly the ginger had occupied the empty seat next 
to him - less than two minutes ago, he'd disappeared into the crowd with some busty blonde. David cleared his 
throat, glancing in Steve's direction briefly before looking up at Dave, wiping his mouth with the back of his 
hand. 


"Nothin. Why'd you ditch your date?" 
David chuckled a little, giving Dave a knowing but curious look. 


"Guess she wasn't free for the taking, so to speak. Some dude shows up outta nowhere, claiming he's her 
fuckin’ boyfriend. Fuck if | care enough about her to start a motherfuckin fight," Dave explained, tone grumpy 
as he shrugged dismissively. "There's tons of chicks here anyway, don't need her in particular to get laid” 


David snorted. Typical Dave, blunt as ever, although the younger man did detect a hint of bitterness in his 
tone. Dave was very easily wounded, his pride extremely vulnerable although he would puff his chest up and 
pretend to be big and bad and macho. Not that he'd ever admit it, but David just knew. He knew a lot of things 
the redhead would never care to admit out loud, he'd always been perceptive. The distraction and shift of 


focus was welcome, however. 


"Uh huh. Got your sights set on anyone? Noticed that chick over there seemed pretty interested in you, 
y'know," David pointed out, nodding his head in the other direction and almost laughing out loud when Dave's 


gaze immediately followed. 


"Who? The brunette with the legs?" 
"Yeah, her. | mean, sure, she's no blonde, but you do dig your long legs, don't you?" 
"Guess | can't deny that" 


David smiled and shook his head in amusement, he could see right through Dave. His expression, and the gleam 
in his hazel eyes, revealed just how intrigued the redhead was by the pretty lady in the corner. David took the 
opportunity to glance back over his own shoulder, taking only a moment to relocate Steve. He was leaning 
against the wall closer to the speakers, conversing with Nicko; the drummer of the band. He was smiling, an 
even row of pretty white teeth peering from behind his thin, pink lips. He looked flushed, either from shyness 


or alcohol induced intoxication. Damn, if he wasn't gorgeous. David bit his bottom lip hard. 
"Who are you lookin’ at?" 


David jumped, he'd forgotten he was supposed to be talking to Dave and quickly spun right back around to face 
the guitarist. There was a smirk on the redhead's face, the trademark sneer where one corner of his plump 
lips turned upwards, accompanied by a triumphant look in his eyes. He propped himself up with one elbow at 
the bar desk, cheek against his palm. David pouted, squirming uncomfortably. 


"Nothin" 
"Is it Maiden? Harris? You're such a fuckin’ fanboy, Junior. Fuckin dork" 


Dave laughed, but it wasn't in a mocking or belittling manner. On the contrary, he seemed genuinely baffled, and 
amused. David decided he might as well play along, it was only a half lie after all. He could always blame his 
interest in Steve on his being a big fan, it would be partly true. Dave needn't know all the dirty details. 


"Uh, well, guess so." David ducked his head, trying to figure out the best way to put it without betraying his 
own feelings while scratching the top of his head. "Guess its cause he's a bassist, you know? Always looked up 
to him and all, | mean sure, we met Lemmy and it was amazing, but.. he's more of a frontman, right? I'd wanna 


speak to Steve about his technique, | guess." 


That wasn't a lie, and David watched the taller man glance in the petite brunette's direction, eyebrows 


furrowed as if in deep thought while rubbing his chin. 


"Uh huh, guess | can kinda see where you're coming from, just thought you'd be past that stage by now. | 
mean, course he fuckin’ knows who you are at this point. Why don't you just walk over and introduce yourself? 
You're actin’ like a motherfuckin’ school girl with a crush or somethin’,” Dave laughed again, shaking his head 


and rolling his eyes with a snort. 


"He doesn't really seem comfortable with it," David remarked without thinking, and immediately ducked his head 


when he caught the odd look Dave gave him in return. 


"What the fuck, so what? He's a fuckin’ dude, its not like you're offering to get on your knees and suck his 
fuckin' dick. Go fuckin’ ask him! Jesus fuckin’ Christ, you're such a farm boy." 


David pursed his lips, he hated being called farm boy as an insinuated insult. He knew Dave used it to 
undermine and "playfully" taunt him. He always took it hard, it implied he was a bit too naive, a bit too dumb 
for his own good. Clenching his fists, David braced himself and hopped off of the bar stool. He'd be damned 
before he let Dave use this against him to make fun of him. Despite the way his legs wobbled beneath his own 
weight, despite the way his heart hammered hard against his ribcage. 


Steve had one hand down his pocket, sipping on a beer casually. His eyes were still on Nicko, a small smile on 
his face that turned the beginning jowls at the corners of his lips upwards. The closer David got, the more he 
noticed the soft fall of chestnut curls over the man's shoulders, the almost golden tan shade of his skin The 
long black lashes fluttering when he blinked his eyes. David's mouth felt dry, his hands clammy. Fuck it, he was 
just going to fucking talk to the man. Dave must be right, Steve must have some clue as to who he was, 
right? Hopefully he wouldn't be too uncomfortable with a brief, professional conversation Only now did David 
realize what toned, well muscled legs the older man possessed as he was clad in a pair of almost too tight blue 


jeans. Well, shit. 


"Uhm, excuse me." David mumbled a bit bleakly as he finally made it to his destination, and he noticed how 


Steve's eyes were immediately on him; felt the blush seep into his cheeks. "Hey..." 


Steve's eyes were dark, his expression a bit surprised and unsure; his guard was clearly up. David cleared his 
throat, feeling stupid and intrusive right off the bat but it was too late to turn back now. Instead, he 

attempted to puff his chest out and feign confidence as Dave would have. He really had expected Steve to be 
at least a little bit taller than him. If Nicko had noticed his presence, he was too involved with a conversation 


on the side with somebody David didn't recognize to pay any attention 


"Just wanted to say you guys were amazin’ on stage tonight, was a real treat watchin’ you play," he finally 


said, almost stumbling on the words. 


And then Steve smiled. A sweet, closed mouth smile that made the corners of his eyes crinkle. David thought 
he might turn into putty on spot, his stomach flipping and he couldn't resist the instant urge to beam right 
back. 


"David, is it? Watched a bit o yer performance as well, yer not ‘alf bad wif the bass, y'know." 
Steve's voice was incredibly timid, so soft and quiet that David had to strain his ears to pick up on a single 
word he said through the ongoing ruckus. The thick cockney accent hardly helped the matter, either. Yet, the 


younger man felt his cheeks burn when complimented, because he was definitely going to take that as praise. 


"Oh, l.. thought you wouldn't be interested in our kinda music, y'know? Seein' as you're at the fore front of the 


classic metal genre and all that shit, been hearin’ a lotta people say thrash's just white noise." 


"Ye ‘ave ta give credit where credits due, y'know. Always nice ta see the younger blokes pickin’ up the torch, 


wot wif carryin' on the legacy, or wotever." 


Steve's voice was still so soft, so gentle. David noticed the manner in which his dark curls spilled over his 
shoulders and arms like a waterfall when the older man extended a hand to him. He froze, feeling awkward 


when it took him a couple of seconds to register that he was expected to shake it. His hands felt clammy, and 


he hoped Steve didn't notice. 
"Steve, though | spose ye figured as much," the brunette laughed a bit bashfully. 


"David. Or Dave, for short. Or, ugh, Junior.. if you ask Mustaine," David mumbled and cringed, motioning with 


his thumb over his shoulder in Dave's general direction 
"Must be tuff wif two Daves in one band." 


“Sure is.. but, uh, well.. |." David felt the nervousness seep back in, he hadn't expected Steve to react to 


sweetly, to actually make an effort and be nice to him in turn, or to know who he was at all, 


He didn't quite know what to say, he had come up with some banter beforehand but now when he wracked his 
mind, he couldn't remember any of it. He fiddled a bit with his fingers, noticing Steve's scent as it drifted 
through the air. He smelled nice, like coconut milk. David hated himself for noticing that little tidbit at all, even 


as the scent lingered in his nostrils. 


"Actually, | didn't think you'd wanna talk to me at all, didn't think l'd make it this far," David admitted innocently, 


always one to be honest. "| don't remember what it was | wanted to ask you." 


‘Mijust another bloke, y'know," said Steve with a small shrug, eyes darting to the crowd momentarily, as if 


worried. 
"| guess so." 


David felt his heart sinking, he'd never felt so ashamed and embarrassed of himself. Here he was, finally having 
the opportunity to converse with Steve, and he was already blowing it. He just truly didn't know what would be 
best to talk about, what would spark Steve's interest and keep him invested. Surely, he'd lived to see a lot 
more than he himself had, why would anything David had to say be of any importance? 


"| quite fancy yer style o' playin’, y'know. Mean, never been much fer picks meself, but it sounds swell. Yer 
doin’ fings wif it | don't fink | could master meself, y'know." 


The younger man's head snapped up in surprise, shocked to see the honest expression on the older man's face. 
He looked like he truly meant it, and David shut his mouth once he realized he was gaping, so utterly taken 
aback. 


"Uh, wow, thanks.. I'd say the same, l.. used to look up to you lots as a kid, would listen to Maiden and wish | 
could play the way you do, your rhythm is pretty much impeccable." 


Is nuthin’ special, y'know.. just do wot | do." 
Once again, David was surprised when he noticed a faint sheen of colour flooding the older man's cheeks. Was 
he blushing? He'd always imagined Steve would be stoic and indifferent to flattery or compliments; hard to get 


a grip on, but reality appeared quite the other way around. 


"That's bullshit! You're amazin'! I'd kill to have such stealthy fingers!" David pressed on, throwing his arms out 
and his tone a bit raised with excitement, eyes wide. 


"Spose | try me best..” 

The younger man almost feared the awkward silence would begin to drag on again, the concern creeping 
underneath his skin. It was much more difficult to carry a proper conversation with the man than he had 
anticipated. But then he noticed Steve's beer mug, which had been almost completely emptied by now, and 
grinned at his quick thinking. 


"Hey, how about we get you another one of those? All on me," he beamed, putting on his most puppy eyed 
expression as he nodded his head in the direction of the bar desk. "Could use one myself" 


Steve seemed hesitant, opening his mouth and shutting it as if insecure. Then he shrugged and gave a curt 
nod, another shy smile grazing his features. 


"Spose | wouldn't mind. Fanks, mate." 


